a delicious White Lady. Afterwards we mounted to our
apartments, following the young man whom the manager
had left outside with the keys in his hand.
We were not to look at the price, he told us. It would
be arranged specially by the manager when I paid the bill.
We had more wonderful baths and did all that we could
to make ourselves a trifle more respectable. Then, though
our eyes were still hot and we were still weary, appetite
prevailed and we descended to luncheon. The head
waiter had already allotted to us a small table in a retired
corner where we had a good view of the room and took
curious note of the many parties of people lunching. We
were served with excellent food and a very pleasant dry
white wine which had a character entirely its own. After-
wards there was no help for it, for we nearly went to sleep
over our coffee in the lounge, just pulling ourselves together
in time to reach the lift. I slept for five hours and my
wife for seven.
Sightseeing she would have nothing to do with, so
I strolled out alone, visited a couple of cafes and watched
the passers-by in the streets. I had paid one previous
visit to Madrid, in the days of my youth, and what I
saw now simply shocked me. The gaiety of the cafes,
the brightness of the streets, the almost swaggering
saunter of the good-looking men, the challenge in the eyes
of so many of the women I remembered noticing in the
restaurants or passers-by in the street, seemed to have com-
pletely disappeared. What's wrong with Spain ? I found
myself wondering. I had asked myself this question a
dozen times during my recent journey from Barcelona,
and I still found no answer. The Spain of which I have
brought home such dreary memories is an unknown
country. I remembered with disgust the filthy substitutes
for first-class carriages in which we had travelled, asked
the question again when I found myself studying coverdy
the sorrow which seemed printed indelibly upon the faces
of my companions, as though they were members of some
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